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WOMAN  AS  A  FRIEND 

PART  ONE 

The  only  testimony  that  deserves  to  be  called 
valid,  in  this  world  of  human  imperfection  and 
change,  is  that  of  personal  experience,  admittedly 
limited,  partial  and  temporary  though  that  be.  So, 
in  starting  to  write  about  a  subject  on  which 
Cicero  and  Emerson,  and  many  others  of  the  great 
have  written,  I  purposely  make  little  or  no  contri- 
bution to  the  general  analysis  of  the  nature  of 
friendship.  My  little  essay  derives  from  a  different 
motive,  and  proceeds,  I  hope,  to  a  more  personal 
and  modern  end. 

It  is  frankly  feministic,-  a  defense  of  woman,- 
and  that,  judging  from  the  distressingly  unbecom- 
ing, exposed,  distorted  and  degrading  garments 
fashion  has  given  her  to  wear,-  in  an  era  of  even 
exceptional  hate  toward  woman.  Those  who  follow 
in  dislike  and  exploitation  of  women  might  as  well 
read  no  further. 

In  a  long  lifetime  of  college  and  private  read- 
ing and  observation,-  the  life  of  an  unmarried 
woman,  with  its  enforced  association  chiefly  with 
her  own  sex,-  I  have  had  much  opportunity  to 
know  womanhood  intimately.  This  is  my  apology 
for  daring  to  write  of  woman  as  a  friend.  Besides, 
no  one  else,  in  recent  times,  at  least,  has  done  so, 
to  my  knowledge.  It  is  a  field  untouched  enough 
to  attract  the  bewildered,  budding  Ph.  Ds;  and 
certainly  more  universal  and  interesting  than  the 
pettifogging  trifles  they  do  write  about. 

Man,  as  a  friend,  is  fairly  well-known  to  lit- 
erature, especially  through  that  great  genius  who 
chose  to  write  under  the  name  of  William  Shakes- 
peare. What  a  shining  galaxy  of  friends  he  has  left 
us!  Hamlet  and  Horatio;  Bassanio  and  Antonio; 
Romeo  and  Mercutio;  and  many  others.  He  has 
also  sketched  some  charming  pairs  of  girl  friends, 
such  as  Portia  and  Nerissa;  Rosalind  and  Celia;  not 


to  mention  one  of  deeper  and  longer  lasting:  Her- 
mione  and  Emilia. 

But,  in  the  main,  women  are  represented  by 
men  as  incapable  of  friendship;  and  jealously  ob- 
sessed by  love  of  the  opposite  sex,-  as  singly  de- 
manding and  completely  sacrificial  of  others  as  the 
queen  bee.  This  unpretentious  essay  holds  a  brief 
for  the  contrary  view  of  woman.  As,  long  ago, 
the  writer  wrote  for  "Harper's  Magazine"  a  rather 
extended  paper,  called  "A  Defense  of  th  Spinster", 
so  now  she  writes  a  defense  of  woman  as  a  friend, 
a  brief  based  solely  on  her  own  observation  and 
richly  rewarding  experience  from  childhood  to 
octogenarian. 

Ours  was  a  balanced  family  of  three  sisters 
and  four  brothers,  well-spaced  for  companionship, - 
a  companionship  between  brothers  and  sisters  main- 
tained uninterruptedly  until  so-called  death.  There- 
fore I  write  from  no  misanthropic  background; 
quite  the  opposite.  In  fact,  as  one  frequently  called 
"a  man's  woman,"  and  one  siezed  from  time  to 
time,  of  a  number  of  more  or  less  intense,  though 
brief,  loves  for  men,  as  well  as  friendships  with 
them  from  the  'teens  until  the  present  date.  In- 
deed, one  college  boy  friend  actually  said  to  me 
with  obvious  happy  relief,  respect  and  admiration: 
"You  are  the  only  girl  I've  ever  gone  with  who 
could  hold  a  friendship  with  a  man  without  mak- 
ing him  feel  the  arriere  pensee  of  marriage  in  your 
mind."  I  hope  I  have  established  my  right  to  talk 
about  the  claims  of  woman  as  a  friend;  though  I 
could  write  (probably  with  more  readers)  on  the 
subject  of  men!  However,  my  present  theme  is 
one  very  dear  to  me:  that  of  my  many  valued, 
varied  and  staunch  women  friends.  And  not  one 
whom  I  shall  quote  was,  or  is,  jealous.  I  purposely 
leave  out  such;  actually,  I  refuse  them  admittance 
to  my  friendship,  as  fundamentally  untrustworthy 
— and  indeed  unpleasant! 

Let  us  begin  with  the  period  when  friendships 
within  one's  own  sex  are,  or  used  to  be,  the  norm. 


"Two  little  girls  in  blue,  lad",  "as  a  long-ago 
popuuar  song  wrote,-  two  little  girls  sauntering 
from  school,  arm  in  arm,  oblivious  of  the  boys,- 
the  pre-communist  pattern  of  nineteenth  century 
America.  Whispering,  giggling,  serious,  absorbed, 
and  completely  happy  all  day  long,  with  each  other. 
Such  were  I  and  my  little  girl  chum,  Julia  B.-,  who 
lived  one  block  away  from  my  overfull  home,  with 
its  too  many  active  boys  and  girls. 

We  moved  to  another  city,  and  to  two  dif- 
ferent neighborhoods,  where  for  a  year  I  found  no 
girl  friend  of  my  own  age;  but  spent  my  capa- 
bility of  love  on  my  first  teacher-"crush",-  a  con- 
siderate and  pretty  young  girl  in  her  first  job, 
preparing  for  marriage.  Then  came  the  'teens,  with 
the  many,  many  girl  friends  which  that  time  of 
life  was  meant  to  bring,  and  to  me  did  bring — a 
gratefully  remembered  bevy  of  happy  associates 
through  all  that  period  of  the  crowd  mind-  neigh- 
borhood and  church  and  high  school  years. 

One  friend  has  been  cherished  as  a  loss  for  66 
winters  and  summers,  Gertrude  M.,  whose  thought- 
ful face  and  dark  brown  curls  were  buried  at 
sixteen.  Another,  Dorothy  W.,  met  the  same  fate 
the  year  she  went  to  her  mother's  college  of  Well- 
esley,  and  I  to  Bryn  Mawr,  after  four  years  of 
quietly  happy  companionship,  week-ending  in  her 
home  or  in  mine,  as  well  as  meeting  in  school;  for 
she  lived  in  another  section  of  our  big  city;  and 
our  mothers  encouraged  the  congenial  friendship. 

When  told,  at  barely  sixteen,  of  Gertrude's 
sudden  death  of  typhoid  and  of  her  funeral  to 
come,  I,  always  a  giver,  and  with  no  money  for 
flowers,  suffered  a  double  blow,  never  forgotten. 
I  knew  my  struggling  family  could  give  me  none; 
I  would  not  even  ask  them.  But  I  did  pocket  my 
abundance  of  pride,  and  ask  my  first  sweetheart, 
sixteen  also,  and  a  family  friend  of  larger  means. 
He  refused;  and  I  then  and  there  lost  not  only 
my  mourned- for  chum,  but  my  young  lover, 
for  whom  all  attachment  instantly  took  wings 


and  flew  away.  Dorothy's  death,  two  years  later, 
though  a  real  bereavement,  did  not  cut  so  deep. 
Nor  did  a  third  loss  in  my  freshman  year  at  college. 

Meanwhile  I  filled  the  gaps  with  more  super- 
ficial and  less  congenial  friendships  with  girls  whom 
I  continued  to  hold,  and  regard  with  reason,  as 
true  and  loyal  friends  for  many  interrupted  years, 
— long  after  they  had  made  successful  marriages 
and  moved  far  away.  One  went  to  the  same  col- 
lege. I  wrote  her  funeral  encomium  only  a  month 
ago,  after  64  years,  when  she  passed  away  in  an- 
other state,  at  82,  full  of  honors  and  descendants. 
Another,  when  divorced,  and  active  head  of  a 
school,  had  come  to  my  assistance  in  welcoming 
a  niece  under  her  care.  Until  the  present  year,  the 
remaining  associates  of  my  High  School  group  had 
held  an  annual  reunion  together;  and  read  a  letter 
from  me,  who  lived  2000  miles  away,  but  kept 
them  in  affectionate  remembrance. 

Last  of  these  schoolmates,  deserving  a  para- 
graph or  more  alone,  was  perhaps  the  dearest  of 
all  my  lifelong  friends,  and  certainly  the  saintliest. 
Such  I  name  Mary  F.,  whom  I  was  privileged  to 
have  as  a  friend — though  rarely  seen — for  60  years. 
Surely,  in  the  Garland  of  Friendship,  the  central 
pearl  of  pure  and  mild,  unvarying  effulgence! 

Mary  was  a  year  older  than  I;  and,  as  a  sopho- 
more, at  Girls'  High  School,  she  met  me,  a  fresh- 
man, and  sponsored  me  as  one  choice  to  the  Greek 
society  started  by  her  and  her  Class.  Thus  began  a 
golden  thread  through  some  of  the  mazes  of  life, 
often  with  decades  of  silence  and  apparent  breaks 
in  our  association  between.  But  never  a  break. 
When  we  would  meet  again,  though  without  cor- 
respondence, and  seemingly  by  chance,  we  were 
the  same  completely  understanding  and  warmly 
loving  friends  we  had  been  before. 

Like  my  oft-quoted  Fray  Luis  de  Leon  of  the 
University  of  Salamanca,  who,  after  five  years  of 
Inquisition  imprisonment,  opened  his  renewed 
teaching  career  with  the  remark:  "As  I  was  saying 


before — ",  so  Mary  and  I.  Only  we  did  not  even 
refer  to  "before".  There  was  no  time  nor  space  in 
the  divinity  of  our  friendship.  No  space  inner  or 
outer.  Her  outer  aims  and  achievements  or  prob- 
lems, such  as  even  her  choice  of  a  husband  in  her 
very  late  marriage,  were  shared  with  me  as  a  calm 
matter  of  course.  Her  occasional  gifts  of  Orchestra 
tickets  were  the  same  and  as  naturally  received, 
or  rejected  when  necessary.  Our  infrequent  meet- 
ings were  a  very  quiet  feast  of  that  perfect  Love 
which  needs  few  words  and  no  explanations.  Her 
passing  was  a  loss  to  the  world,  but  not  to  me;  for 
she  is  enshrined  forever  in  my  heart;  as  in  the 
memories  of  many  others — all  talented  and  choice 
spirits — whom  she  blessed  with  her  gift  of  a  rare 
and  perfect  friendship.  Her  husband's  lovely  an- 
cestral home,  with  its  fields  of  mertensia  and  softly 
flowing  stream,  she  used  as  a  shrine  to  friendship. 
It  was  a  setting  fitted  to  this  Mary.  "Flow  gently, 
sweet  Afton — ";  but  our  Mary  is  not  "asleep".  Of 
that  I  feel  sure.  Her  gentleness  was  a  lovely  gar- 
ment over  an  analytical  brain,  active  enough  to 
write  Johns  Hopkins  theses;  a  heart  that  assumed 
for  a  lifetime  responsible  duties  in  church  and 
charity ;  an  emotional  body  that  sponsored,  and  was 
fed  by,  the  finest  of  music  and  art. 

PART  TWO 

For  many  years  my  interest  in  friends  had 
taken  second  place  to  the  needs  of  my  own  active 
life  of  study,  teaching,  travel  and  farming;  even 
as  the  interests  and  exigencies  of  marriage  with 
most  of  my  associates.  But  even  in  that  period 
when  appropriated  by  one  more  correctly  named 
a  partner  in  all  my  pursuits  than  just  a  friend,  I 
was  fortunate  enough  to  make  and  keep  a  number 
of  the  old-time  detached,  but  interested  and  de- 
pendable friends,  several  of  whom  have  lasted  for 
a  life  span.  One  became  an  exceptional  gem  of 
friendship  in  my  experience:  Edna  P.,  whose  let- 
ters have  brightened  my  life  for  over  60  years  of 


uniriterupted  Understanding, — though  with  only  as 
infrequent  meetings  as  with  Mary  P. 

Edna  is  a  musician;  and  before  her  marriage, 
she  taught  for  a  year  in  the  same  big  boarding 
school  where  I  began  my  earning  days.  There  we 
took  long  bird  walks  together,  in  the  beautiful 
southern  Connecticut  countryside,  ending  with 
Long  Island  Sound's  excellent  lobster  and  soft  shell 
crabs.  The  one  year  of  physical  association  ended; 
but  through  letters,  our  warm  interest  in  each 
other's  temperament  and  life  remained  unbroken. 
Once,  not  many  years  ago,  she  wrote:  "You  and 
I  are  a  feminine  Tchaikovsky  and  Mme.  von  Meek 
— friends  almost  solely  by  correspondence,  'Chere 
Amie'!"  So  it  continues  still;  but  with  no  involve- 
in  each  other's  problems;  no  time  break;  and  no 
sentimentality.  When  she  briefly  stopped  by  to  see 
me  last  year,  we  were  the  same  happily  congenial 
friends  as  60  years  before. 

Other  friendships  of  this  after  college  era  are 
equally  unchanged,  though  lesp  temperamentally 
understanding;  indeed  two  of  them  date  from  the 
Bryn  Mawr  days.  And  if  there  had  been  time, 
money,  and  strength  to  keep  together,  I  doubt  not 
I  could  add  to  this  essay,  several  more,  as  occasional 
meetings  and  letters  still  indicate.  But  this  resume 
deals  only  with  v/omen  friends  of  understanding, 
loyalty  and  stability  lasting  long  enough  to  prove 
my  point.  It  is  concerning  women  who,  if  the 
dramatic  need  had  arisen,  could  have  matched  Pat- 
roclus,  or  Horatio,  that  I  have  taken  up  an  octo- 
genarian pen  of  defense  and  appreciation. 

*       *       *       9 

And  now  I  shall  risk  more  or  less  of  a  digres- 
sion; and  indulge  in  a  few  Ciceronian  and  Emer- 
sonian generalizations  of  my  own. 

Friendships,  if  one  could  call  them  such,  based 
on  club  and  sport  acquaintanceship,  though  tem- 
porarily joyous  and  congenial,  I  have  found  all 
but  totally  unstable  and  ephemeral.  So  also  those 
formed  from  mere  propinquity,  while  serving  the 


same  organization  in  jobs.  Removal  is  the  immedi- 
ate end  of  almost  all  such,  though,  in  my  acquaint- 
ance, two  or  three  have  lasted  to  the  pleasant,  if 
casual,  point  of  a  yearly  Christmas  letter. 

On  the  other  hand,  friends  made  by  giving 
voluntary,  unpaid  service,  are  enduring,  and  even 
sincerely  prized  over  long  lapses  of  time.  I  am 
thinking  now  of  the  women's  Sorority  I  sponsored 
years  ago,  which  yielded  me  not  only  much  youth- 
ful joy  at  the  time,  but  a  number  of  happy  rela- 
tionships that  continue  fruitful  after  more  than 
35  years.  One  of  these  friends  was  an  Angel  of 
Mercy  to  my  mother  and  me  during  the  longest 
and  worst  illness  of  this  embodiment.  Indeed  two 
of  them  could  be  included  in  this  service  of  pure, 
divine  love,  given  by  two  jolly,  busy  teachers.  The 
merriest  of  them  all  had  been,  and  continued  to 
be  a  silent  observer  of  the  skies  with  me  for  hours 
at  a  time,  in  a  communion  without  words  as  fruit- 
ful as  that  of  Robert  Schumann  and  Clara  Wieck. 
She  still  interrupts  her  busy  days  of  college  teach- 
ing to  write  me  frequent  letters,  always  filled  with 
warm  appreciation  of  any  small  kindness,  or  depth 
of  friendship,  she  thinks  I  have  rendered  to  her.  No 
physical  daughter  of  my  circle  of  experience  can 
equal  this  younger  friend  of  my  heart  in  loving 
service  to  me,  as  to  others,  or  in  thoughtfulness  and 
gratitude,  repaid  only  slightly  in  kind.  Several 
others  of  that  sorority  chapter  have  merited  in- 
clusion in  this  tribute  to  woman  as  a  friend,  each 
too  a  successful  career  woman  living  at  the  far 
ends  of  America  or  Asia,  and  with  complicated 
and  loving  family  ties  of  their  own. 

There  is  no  true  friendship  without  freedom. 
Even  more  than  in  human  love,  it  is  a  sine  qua  non 
of  friendship.  When  selfishness  enters,  friendship 
leaves.  This  may  take  the  form  of  possessiveness, 
absorption,  domination,  arrogance,  jealousy,  or 
other  human  feelings.  Any  one  of  them  is  a  death 
blow  to  friendship.  For  various  reasons,  it  may  ap- 
pear to  linger  more  or  less  long;  but  the  vitality 
of  truth  is  gone;  and  presently  death  can  no  longer 


be  hid;  and  the  unavoidable  break  occurs.  After 
this  there  may  be  compassionate  or  insincere  efforts 
to  continue  friendly  association  from  time  to  time ; 
but  eventually  these  also  cease,  from  sheer  lack  of 
the  nourishment  of  Love,  the  divine  principle  and 
power  of  life  itself. 

It  sounds  like  a  paradox,  but  congeniality, 
though  essential  to  the  finest  types  of  friendship, 
is  not  always  a  necessity.  I  have  had  some  very 
loyal  and  lasting  friends  with  whom  I  had  actually 
little  in  common,  as  to  tastes,  knowledges,  back- 
ground and  experience,  habits  of  thought,  feeling 
and  action.  But  the  lack  of  true  and  spontaneous 
congeniality,-  that  effortless  mutual  inflowing  of 
life  and  its  happiness,-  is  made  up  for  in  these,  shall 
I  say,  lesser  friendships,  by  some  form  of  selfless 
love  from  one  as  the  giver  and  the  other  as  receiver, 
with  the  roles  consciously  reversed  often  enough 
to  maintain  a  state  of  emotional  health  and  balance. 
This  love  may  derive  from  a  service  rendered  or 
needed;  from  compassion;  or  unvarying  faithful- 
ness on  one  side  or  the  other;  or  admiration  of  some 
special  gift  or  quality;  or  from  some  other  special- 
ized reason.  You  might  call  these  the  child  types  of 
friendships,  as  against  the  all-round  mature  respon- 
siveness of  full  congeniality. 

Some  apparent  friendships  are  like  shooting 
stars — brilliantly  lighting  for  a  time  a  small  portion 
of  one's  area  of  loving.  But  these  I  leave  out  of 
this  resume,  as  not  fulfilling  my  demands  upon 
what  makes  a  true  friend,  whether  woman  or  man. 
Some  of  these  shooting  stars  are  delightful,  or  even 
thrilling,  to  remember.  But  I  limit  my  thoughts 
here  to  the  friendships  which  resemble  the  fixed 
stars,  or  planets,  unchanging  and  predictable-  de- 
pendable guides  to  the  orientation  of  one's  lifted 
attention,  respect,  and  sincere  love. 

In  such  a  grouping  I  dare  say  many  would 
agree  with  me  that  one's  religious  affiliation  yields 
the  largest  and  brightest  number  of  stars.  Certainly 
this  is  so  in  my  case.  Whereas  other  connections 
brought  me  for  the  most  part,  one  or  two  friends 


at  a  time,  my  esoteric  studies  showered  me  with 
literally  dozens,  or  scores,  of  truly  understanding 
and  unselfish  friends.  The  result  is  that  I  can  sin- 
cerely say  I  have  had,  until  of  late  many  left  the 
earth,  a  priceless  "galaxy"  of  some  thirty-six  to 
forty-six  carefully  culled  friendships  worthy  of 
being  included  under  the  heading  of  Woman  as  a 
True,  Loyal  and  Lasting  Friend.  Many  of  these  are 
still  in  embodiment;  but  only  about  half  that 
number  can  even  be  mentioned  here. 

Shall  I  describe  a  few  more  of  them  a  little 
more  fully?  For  the  reader's  comparison  with  her 
own  collection?  Indeed,  as  a  collector's  hobby,  I 
recommend  friendships  as  far  more  rewarding  than 
antiques.  These  are  never  useless  or  out  of  fashion. 
They  may  need  an  occasional  polish  of  attention; 
a  warm  bath  of  love;  a  display  of  appreciation; 
even  use.  But  they  never  clutter  the  shelves  and 
collect  dust;  and  they  never  require  the  service  of 
an  antique  dealer,  or  excite  jealousy  at  an  auction 
sale  of  such  effects.  Their  aura,  through  one's  life 
and  decease,  is  as  free  in  circulation,  invisible,  and 
circumambient  as  freshening  breezes;  as  slightly 
noticed,  yet  as  life-giving  and  fragrant. 

So  what  shall  we  say  of  this  quiet  procession 
of  God-loving,  Light-seeking  friends  of  mine? 
Their  varying  colors  make  a  rainbow,  or  many 
rainbows,  through  the  showery  and  sometimes 
stormy  atmosphere  of  my  long  life.  Some,  like  F., 
powerful  as  a  lightning  bolt,  yet  as  suddenly  bene- 
ficent in  effect.  Some,  like  Helen,  or  Renee  and 
her  grieving  housemate,  so  gentle  and  pale  in  pastel 
colors  as  to  be  scarcely  visible,  yet  filling  a  space 
absence  would  make  them  missed.  Another,  very 
beautiful  in  her  'teens,  and  still  strongly  individual 
and  magnetic,-  a  pillar  of  rather  distant  loyalty 
and  devotion,  as  well  as  keen  intellectual  curiosity 
and  grasp.  Or  one  equally  generous  of  heart  and 
service  and  more  open  and  fearless  in  expression, - 
a  practical  manager  of  a  personally  owned  factory. 
Or  one  like  this  latter,  a  business  executive,  but  of 
more  decades,  and  therefore  moving  and  speaking 


with  an  unusually  queenly  poise  as  of  assured  suc- 
cess on  the  physical  plane,  and  a  spiritual  certainty 
of  her  nearness  to  her  Divine  Goal.  Gracious  but 
remote,  a  very  pure  fixed  star,  to  observe  and  ab- 
sorb rather  than  to  be  privileged  to  draw  near  in 
the  usual  ways  of  friendship. 

In  complete  contrast,  one  of  these  friends  was 
an  outdoor  companion  as  daringly  strong  and  ex- 
hilarating as  that  friend  of  three  decades  whom  I 
earlier  called  a  partner  in  all  my  pursuits.  Summer 
after  summer  we  climbed  the  Colorado  Rockies,  in 
the  intervals  of  our  esoteric  Meetings,  just  as  the 
secular  friend  of  my  youth  and  I  had  climbed  the 
Alps,  the  Selkirks,  or,  on  horseback,  the  deep 
Canadian  wilderness  or  the  Yellowstone  Park,  be- 
fore the  era  of  automobiles.  A  delightful  bridge 
from  early  life  to  late!  made  richer,  of  course,  by 
the  increased  depth  of  thought,  aim  and  feeling. 

A  friend  who  also  frequently  enriched  my 
experiences,  especially  after  I  had  left  Philadelphia, 
was  another  of  that  same  name,  who,  on  my  visits 
of  but  one  evening,  would  always  drive  me  out  to 
Valley  Forge  Park,  no  matter  how  late  at  night. 
What  precious  hours  of  enjoyment  and  illumina- 
tion, physical  and  spiritual,  we  felt  and  stored  in 
memory  there,  between  Washington's  Headquarters 
and  the  bridge  over  the  quiet  brook!  A  priceless 
gift  of  Lilian's  thoughtfulness  and  reverence,  shared 
with  me.  A  memory  of  chiaroscuro  more  thrilling 
than  a  Rembrandt;  of  whispers  of  night  wind  and 
lapping  water  more  musical  than  Debussy;  of 
shafts  of  moonlight  on  stone  more  electrifying  to 
a  true  American  than  those  on  the  Acropolis;  of 
mingled  serenity  and  quickened  heartbeats,  recall- 
ing Washington's  Vision,  and  our  country's  sacred 
destiny  and  present  crisis  and  need. 

On  Blue  Mountain,  after  I  moved  there,  my 
contemplative  friend  and  I  lived  a  period  of  seven 
years  so  deep  in  God  and  Nature  that  congeniality 
is  a  trivial  word  to  apply  to  our  association,  casual 
and  interrupted  though  our  hours  together  usually 
were.  It  was  something  that  the  mountain  itself 


made  so  completely  impersonal,  so  drenched  with 
The  Whole,  yet  so  in-centered  in  the  Presence  That 
I  AM  and  Its  Teaching  that  the  seven  years  became 
an  interval  totally  apart  from  the  remainder  of 
my  life,  however  intensely  spiritualized,  yet  active, 
some  other  periods  of  this  embodiment  have  been. 
In  every  such  case  one  specially  endowed  friend- 
ship, or  more,  have  made  possible  and  continuous 
the  life-giving  thread  of  consciousness.  Contrari- 
wise, association  with  predominantly  superficial 
and  secular-minded  persons  makes  impossible  such 
elevation  of  thought,  feeling  and  actions. 

It  is  for  this  kind  of  experience  that  we  are 
born,  out  of  the  Fiery  Being  of  God  into  the  physi- 
cal world  of  attempted  conquest  over  the  lower 
self  and  the  four  elements.  It  is  not  just  for  physi- 
cal mating,  child-bearing,  and  so-called  death,  re- 
peating for  thousands  of  embodiments,  the  more 
or  less  unchanging  cycle  of  providing  bodies  for 
others  and  protecting  their  youth,-  others  who,  as 
the  Oriental  well  knows,  and  as  the  disciples  of 
Jesus  knew,  are,  like  ourselves,  simply  repeating 
the  grade,  because  of  refusing  to  learn. 

In  my  college  days  I  wrote  a  tanka: 

One  vulture 

Plucked  Prometheus. 

A  thousand  have  plucked  at  me. 

But  futility 

Is  the  worst. 

No,  not  mere  repetition,  however  selfless,  is 
the  Purpose  of  Life;  but  a  deepening  and  advanc- 
ing Power  of  thought  and  feeling;  an  ever  Height- 
ening level  of  reaction  to  experience;  a  more  and 
more  illumined  and  Purified  daily  consciousness, 
as  It  Ascends  and  Expands,  carrying  one  closer 
into  "the  Means  of  Grace  and  the  Hope  of  Glory"- 
as  St.  Paul  called  them.  And  not  only  into  the 
Hope,  but  into  the  actual  and  final  Attainment  of 
the  Perfected  Life;  the  Body  of  Eternal  Light  and 
Fire,  which  is  the  Ascension.  This  is  the  only  End 
of  thousands  of  repeated  childhoods,  parenthoods, 


illnesses,  senilities,  and  the  appearance  called  death- 
a  merciful  interval  of  divine  preparation  for  an- 
other try — another  embodiment. 

Some  Concluding  Experiences 

On  moving  westward  once  again,  this  time 
when  past  seventy-two  years,  so  fortunate  had 
been  my  life  in  friendships,  I  did  not  even  imagine 
there  would  be  any  break  of  isolation  or  loneliness. 
Nor  was  there.  New  Mexico  gave  me  a  different 
type  of  friends,  but  just  as  many,  and  as  satisfact- 
ory to  my  needs  and  theirs. 

Out  of  the  many  who  continue  to  cheer  and 
bless  my  life,  as  in  the  case  of  those  in  the  East, 
the  boundaries  of  this  little  essay  compel  a  small 
choice  of  only  a  few  contrasted  individuals.  Near- 
ness of  time  and  space  naturally  increases  size  and 
clarity  of  detail.  It  increases  the  intensity  of  inter- 
action. Therefore  it  is  a  temptation  to  include 
more;  but  that  would  destroy  the  proportion  of 
the  whole,  and  must  not  be,  especially  since  this 
period  covers  but  ten  years.  I  shall  sketch  only 
three  or  four,  those  being  lifestreams  with  whom 
I  had  had  previous  association,  in  this  or  other 
embodiments. 

The  outstanding  figure  owes  her  pre-eminence 
to  personal  character  rather  than  to  any  intimate 
relations  with  the  writer.  By  nature  as  well  as  posi- 
tion, she  is  almost  equally  a  friend  to  her  entire 
circle  of  several  hundred  people;  and  is  such  a  rare 
example  of  wisdom  and  balance  that  she  is  sought 
and  respected  by  all,  even  those  much  older  than 
herself.  Her  quality  of  Love  is  always  impersonal 
and  dutiful — somewhat  cool,  and  quietly  unselfish. 
But  tireless  in  service  and  unvaryingly  dependable. 

My  next  choice  is  totally  different.  Had  she 
been  less  religious  she  would  have  been  called  a 
siren.  She  even  has,  quite  naturally,  the  walk  of 
some  of  the  famous  movie  queens.  An  imperious, 
difficult  nature,  disciplined  by  business  and  the 
events  of  both  private  and  public  life  until  power- 


fully  controlled ;  but  almost  inevitably  dominating. 
On  the  other  hand,  she  can  be  as  gentle  as  a  little 
girl  and  as  loving  and  full  of  a  beautifully  rippling, 
bell-like  laughter.  A  fierce  patriot,  of  pioneer  an- 
cestry; generous  with  her  time,  energy  and  means; 
deeply  appreciative  of  being  admired  and  loved; 
she  is  a  friend  one  can  trust;  and,  once  gained, 
will  always  stand  by,  in  a  lasting  friendship  that 
requires  no  continuous  attention  from  either  side. 
The  last  I  shall  describe  is  a  character  of  un- 
usual depth,  and  talents  as  deep  and  rare.  A  hard 
friend  to  win;  but  so  worth  the  winning!  Over- 
sensitive, like  many  Central  Europeans,  even  to 
suspicion;  solitary,  contemplative,  deeply  but  si- 
lently responsive  to  nature  and  to  all  beauty,  with 
a  gathered  force  which  reaches  tremendous  heights 
of  emotional  or  lofty  feeling  and  expression  in  her 
chosen  medium.  To  a  friend  whom  she  is  willing 
to  admit  into  her  confidence  and  affections,  she 
is  herself  the  kind  of  quiet,  unchanging  devotion 
expressed  in  the  beautiful  old  love  song: 

"Still  wie  die  Nacht 
Tief  wie  der  See — " 

This  grave,  intense  spirit  truly  summarizes,  for 
those  few  who  really  know  her,  what  I  have  tried 
to  convey  throughout  this  essay:  woman  as  a 
friend,  of  a  quality  of  deep  loyalty  without  senti- 
mentality, as  clearly  shining  and  predictable  on 
earth  as  the  fixed  stars  above  us,  giving  Light,  in- 
spiration and  direction  to  our  daily  and  yearly  lives. 

Epilogue: 
To  The  Woman  Friend  Who  Gave  Me  Birth 

Even  to  a  woman  like  my  mother,  matriarch 
over  seven  capable  sons  and  daughters,  herself  a 
loving,  admiring  and  serving  daughter  to  her  own 
Civil  War  father  and  mother;  sponsor  to  over  300 
mountain  boys  and  girls,  for  whom  she  made  a 
college  education  possible;  and  to  many  separated 


communities  of  Appalachian  women,  whose  handi- 
work she  found  a  market  for;  "orator"  and  or- 
ganizer in  many  patriotic  and  general  Women's 
Clubs;-  even  to  a  woman  of  her  wide  and  deep 
outreaching  and  outgiving  nature,  friendship  was 
the  very  triple  wedding  cake  of  life,  shining  with 
Love's  decoration,  and  destined  to  be  given  to  all 
life's  guests. 

I  cherish  her  copy  of  the  Essays  on  Friendship, 
by  many  authors,  all  interlined  with  her  own 
thoughtful  and  luminous  remarks,  as  joyously  vital 
on  the  page  as  she  was  in  all  her  relationships:  keen, 
quick,  poigrant,  humorous,  honest,  but  with  Vir- 
ginia rhetoric!  kind  even  to  idealism,  yet  too  in- 
telligent to  be  deceived,  except  when  she  wanted 
to  be!  She  poured  out  the  fruits  of  a  thoughtful 
and  alert  brain,  a  charitable  heart,  and  a  life  en- 
riched by  daily  expansion  and  aspiration,  the  whole 
always  fertilized  to  the  very  end  by  enthusiastic 
vitality  and  love  of  life  and  mankind.  Such  should 
all  friends  and  friendships  be;  and  such,  I  rejoice 
to  say,  I  have  known  and  loved  in  many,  many 
women,  (and,  be  it  remarked,  in  quite  a  few  men) 
for  over  eighty  years. 
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